2J2	AMONG     OTHERS
Lytton Strachey, of the literary titter, among the
first.   The earliest perhaps, certainly the earliest
I encountered in person, were the apostles of non-
sense.   I was in Paris in 1920 with a friend who,
being a Scotch Platonist, was professionally inter-
ested in intellectual aberration as such.   Paris in
1920 offered him a prolific field of study. We began
with a Dadaist reception, at which a sprightly young
exponent in a stiff collar and a business suit explained
to me the simple but far-reaching basis of the cult.
All that matters, you figure, but all that matters (he
said) is that the artist should do as he pleases. In art
there is no good, nor is there any bad. There is only
the artist who pleases himself. Thus! And, producing
a leaflet, he exhibited one of the masterpieces of his
school. It consisted of a splodge of ink, shaken out
at random from a fountain pen. Hold! he exclaimed
proudly. This picture calls itself The Virgin Mary.
It is as good, Monsieur understands, as a portrait of
the Virgin by Raphael. That is to say, it is neither
better nor worse. Since both artists have done that
which pleased them, their works, Monsieur under-
stands, are of equal merit. "Ye~es," I agreed, a trifle
doubtfully.   "The only difference seems to be—
don't you think perhaps that your friend was rather
#z&7y pleased?" My instructor shrugged his shoulders,
with a tolerant smile* "In effect that is as Monsieur
pleases." I was glad that I too might please myself.
It seemed in fact that this was a movement with
which a good many people ought to be able to please
themselves. It looked, for one thing, as if it ought
not to be very difficult to achieve artistic promin-
ence. To reach equality with Raphael at a bound,

